

THE RAPE OF LVCRECE. 

Thus he replies, the colour in thy face, 

That euenfor anger makes the Lilly pale, 

And the red rofe blufh at her owne dilgrace, 
Shall plead for me and tell my louing tale. 
Vnder that colour ain I com e to fcalc 

Thy neuer conquered Fort, the fault is thi,ne, 
? • For thofe thine eyes betray thee vnto mine. 

Thus Iforeftall thee, if thou meane to chide. 
Thy beauty hath enfnar’d thee to this night, 
Where thou with patience nmftmy will abide, 
My will that markes thee for my earths delight, 
Which I to conquer fought with all my might. 
B ut as reproofe and reafon beat it dead, 

By thy bright beautie was it newlie bred. 


it 


I fee what crofles my attempt will bring, 

I know what thornes the growing rofe defends, 

I thinke the honie garded with a Ring, 

All this before-hand counfell comprehends. 

) But Will is deafe, and hears no heedfull friends, 
Onely he hath an eye to gaze on Beautie, 

And dotes on what he looks, gainltlaw or duety. 


THE RAPE OF LVCRECE. 

I haue debated eucn in my fbule, 

What wrong,what fhamc,what forrow I fhal bree J, 
But nothing can affections courfe controull, 

Or flop the headlong furie of his fpeed. 

Iknow repentantteares infewe the deed, 

Reproch, difdaine, and deadly enmity, 

Yet ftriue I to embrace mine infamy. 

This (aid, hee (hakes aloft his Romaine blade, 
Vyhich like a Faulcon towring in the skies, 
Cowcheth the fowle below with his wings (ha de, 

V V hofe crooked beake threats, ifhe mount he dies. 
So vnder his infulting Fauchion lies 
• Harmelelfe L v c r e t i a marking what he tels, 
With trembling fearetas fowl hear Faulcos bcls. 

Lvcrece, quoth he, this night I mud enioy thee, 

If thou deny, then force mull: worke my way : 

For in thy bed I purpofe to deflroie t hee. 

That done, fome worthleffe (laue ofthine ile flay. 

To kill thine Honour with thy Iiuesdecaic. 

And in thy dead armes do Imeanc to place him, 
Swearing I flue him feeing thee imbrac c him. 
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